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aside. Her life is broken; she is content that it should be broken. The real genius for love lies not in getting into, but getting out of love.
I have noticed that there are times when every second woman likes you. Is love, then, a magnetism which we sometimes possess and exercise unconsciously, and sometimes do not possess ?there is a stout woman of thirty-five, who is looking at him, red satin bodice, doubtful taste. He looks away; a little blonde woman fixes her eyes on him, she looks as innocent as a child; instinctively our Lovelace turns to his host "Who is that little blonde woman over there, the right hand
